THE MYSTERIOUS ISLAND.

The fire was lighted, and it was easy to preserve some
embers. There were plenty of shell-fish and eggs amongst
the rocks and on the beach. It would be easy to kill a
few of the pigeons which were flying by hundreds about
the summit of the plateau, either with sticks or stones.
Perhaps the trees of the neighbouring forest would supply
them with eatable fruit. Lastly, the sweet water was
there.
It was accordingly settled that for a few days they
would remain at the Chimneys so as to prepare themselves
for an   expedition,  either along the shore or into the
interior of the country.   This plan suited Neb particularly.
As obstinate in his ideas as in his presentiments, he was in
no haste to abandon this part of the coast, the scene of the
catastrophe.   He did not, he would not believe in the loss
of Cyrus Harding.   No, it did not seem to him possible
that such a man had ended in this vulgar fashion, carried
away by a wave, drowned in the floods, a few hundred
feet from a shore.   As long as the waves had not cast up
the body of the engineer, as long as he, Neb, had not seen
with his eyes, touched with his hands the corpse of his
master, he would not believe in his death !   And this idea
rooted itself deeper than ever in his determined heart.   An
illusion perhaps, but still an illusion to be respected, and
one which the sailor did not wish to destroy.   As for him*
he hoped no longer, but there was no use in arguing with